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APSBOT 
Vol. X No. 2 
MISS MORRISON DELIVERS 
LECTURE SERIES 
In recognition of the publication of the 
New Revised Standard Version of the 
Bible, Miss Morrison has begun a series 
of four lectures on "The Word of Life in 
Living Language." The lectures are held 
at 8:00 p.m. in Greene every Wednesday. 
Miss Morrison will deliver her second 
talk tonight. 
Students have been offered the oppor-
tunity to attend these lectures at a re-
duced admission price of $1.00 for the 
series, or $.35 for a single lecture. 
In celebration of the new translation. 
the Chapman Library staff will arrange 
a display of rare books about the Bible. 
The new translation is the climax of 
15 years' work by outstanding Pro-
testant scholars. The city-wide observa-
tion of the event was held Tuesday, Sep-
tember 30, at the First Congregational 
Church. 
The national fratern ity of Phi Beta 
Kappa has appointed Miss Calbick to a 
six-member committee on credentials. 
Miss McNary has been elected presi-
dent of the American Occupational Ther-
apy Association for a three-year term. 
The National Association held its 35th 
annual conference in Milwaukee during 
August. 
Miss Neumann is president of the Wis-
consin Occupational Therapy Association. 
UNIVERSITY STUDENTS 
EXPRESS VIEWS 
On October 1, 1952, an A.P. dispatch 
appeared in the Milwaukee Journal con-
cerning the Columbia University student 
newspaper's support of Stevenson for the 
presidency. Eisenhower is the univer-
sity's president on leave. 
The Snapshot editors noted with in-
terest the last paragraph of the article: 
"The editorial was signed by eight 
members of the editorial board. The 
newspaper is published by undergradu-
ate journalism students, without faculty 
supervision or control. It is subsidized 
by the university." 
MILWAUKEE-DOWNER COLLEGE 
EDITOR'S SPEECH 
STIRS CAMPUS 
Mr. Spencer D. Irwin, associate editor 
of the Cleveland Plain Dealer, was un-
mistakably one of the best speakers we've 
had at Downer for a long time. 
Here are some spontaneous and im-
mediate reactions we obtained from stu-
dents- snatches which show that the 
editor's talk did hit hard: 
Martha Wright, '53 
I liked him . . . . You know, my father 
says things like that sometimes. . . . 
Elizabeth Taminga, '56 
He didn't talk around in circles. 
You could understand him, and .. . 
he knew what he was talking about. .. . 
Mary Johnson, '53 
One of the best speakers I ever 
heard. . . . Oratorical powers were 
terrific . . one of the best informed 
men I have ever heard 
Carol Hayman, '54 
I was upset ... but very stimulated. 
... He certainly was provocative. 
Dorothy Zygmunt, '55 
I liked him very much ... but now 
I'd like to hear something from the 
other side .... 
Sandra Hipp, '56 
I thought he was very interesting. 
. . . I enjoyed him very much. 
Mary Ann Hanson, '54 
He didn't dilly-dally around. . . . 
What he said seemed so easy- as 
though solving the world's problems 
isn't as hard as we've been led to be-
lieve .... But, I suppose .... 
Janet eese, '55 
He brought out so many things you 
never hear or read about ... not even 
in newspapers .... 
Discussions, opinions, tangible plans to 
do something about the problems he pre-
sented have emerged all over campus as 
a result of Mr.Irwin's talk. 
"It is better to light one candle than 
to curse the darkness. " We can do 
a great deal. 
October 8, 1952 
PLANS UNDER WAY 
FOR FALL MIXER 
Plans are now in full swing for the an-
maal fall mixer. The dance will be held 
on Friday, October 17, from 8:00 to 
12:00 p.m. There will be dancing in 
Greene to the swaying music of Wayne 
Taddy's five-piece combo. 
For those of you who need food to 
go with romance, punch and cookies will 
be served. The ci ty students' lounge will 
be available to couples who just wish to 
sit and talk. 
As plans stand now, Kimberly will not 
be open the night of the dance. 
Are you wondering what to wear? In-
formality is the keynote. Stockings and 
flats, blouses and skirts or suits are in 
order. 
Remember to bring $1.00 to cover 
costs for you and one man! 
The fellows will be from Marquette 
(!), the Milwaukee School of Engineer-
ing, and other city colleges. Social Com-
mittee is sending out personal invitations 
to all the "desirable and available men." 
MADEMOISELLE OPENS 
CONTEST FOR COLLEGE 
BOARD 
Mademoiselle magazine is now accept-
ing applications from undergraduate 
women for membership on its 1952-53 
College Board. 
Girls who are accepted on the College 
Board do three ass ignments during the 
college year. Assignments give College 
Board members a chance to write fea-
tures about life on their campus; to sub-
mit art work, fashion or promotion ideas 
for possible use in Mademoiselle; to de-
velop their critical and creative talents; 
to discover their own abilities and job in-
terests. 
College Board members who come out 
among the top 20 on the assignments win 
a Mademoiselle guests editorship and 
will be brought to New York next June 
to help write, edit and illustrate the Au-
gust college issue. They will be paid a 
regular salary for their month 's work, 
plus round-trip transportation to New 
York City. 
While in cw York, each guest editor 
takes part in a full calendar of activities 
(Co ntitmed on page 4) 
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IT IS NOW FALL 
Diane Vampol 
I, alone, remained on the station plat-
form, staring at the empty track long 
after the train had puffed its way out of 
the depot and thundered away into the 
night. A feeling of unreality still clung 
to me as I stood there motionless as 
though in a dream. 
Summer could not- must not- have 
ended so abruptly, inevitably. 
War? It belonged in headlines and 
newsreels and far away places, casting 
only the faintest shadow over us who 
reveled in the summer sun. We never 
talked very much about it; I seldom gave 
it a moment's thought. Even when he 
said, ''I'll be leaving at the end of sum-
mer," I paid little heed. 
Summer had been a timeless eternity 
to be lived as though it had no final limit; 
not a few days fleeing all too quickly, 
from which we must frantically wring 
every drop of pleasure les t it be our last. 
It had bridged the time from graduation 
till now, with a radiant arc of golden days 
and silvery nights, lulling us with its 
shimmering hues and langorous music to 
forget that such an arc must somewhere 
end. 
I saw our sailboat, Little Beaver, as 
clear as though the two of us were now 
sailing her around the lake in the glaring 
afternoon heat or tl1e quiet coolness of 
deepening twilight as we had done so 
often. Or sailing the regattas, where 
cow1tless taut white sails, towering above 
decks of varied colors, streamed across 
the starting line all striving for the top 
position. And tl1e hours we worked: bail-
ing, scrubbing, sanding, painting, to keep 
tl1e boat in seaworthy condition . 
I remember, too, tlle sheltered bay 
strewn with waterlillies, where we used 
to glide noiselessly about in our canoe, 
watching tl1e wildlife. We visited the 
neighboring countryside for many miles 
around, on foot or in tl1e car as well as 
by boat, viewing everything with interest 
as avid as though we were touring a 
foreign land. 
Sometimes we went to parties at tlle 
Country Club, and lost ourselves for a 
few hours in the kaleidoscope of color-
fully dressed, hysterically gay crowds 
swirling about in the dense ahnosphere 
of cigarette smoke, alcohol vapors, and 
expensive perfume. 
And there were unforgettable rainy 
afternoons, long and drowsy, when we 
sat and spoke freely of our dreams and 
felt confident that it was only a matter 
of time before tl1ey would surely ma-
terialize. 
Thus we scaled tl1e arc of summer, 
slowly, savoring each moment as it came 
THE WILD BOAR 
Ethel Raeburn 
lie lay prone, gun ready for action, in 
tl1e brush. Sweat had soaked through his 
clotl1ing, making the sandy soil stick to 
him more readily. For a moment he put 
his head down onto his arm to wipe the 
moisture from his forehead, but his steel 
helmet hit tlle ground before him with a 
dull, heavy thud. He quickly rose up 
again to restore his equilibrium and to 
regain his vision. What heat. Why didn't 
those Japs go home and mind their own 
business? Why did he ,Tom, an Ameri-
can who only wanted to work at his job 
on the raih·oad at home, have to lie here 
in Luzon, fighting Japs? He wished he 
could at least get back to Manila, sixty 
long miles from here, where he had been 
two montl1s ago. The thought of the 
cool, green pool be had swum in there 
occupied his attention for a few moments, 
but a tiny flying bug, lighting on his left 
forefinger , brought him back to the pres-
ent sih1ation. He flicked his finger, and 
the insect flew away lazily. Goodby, you, 
he thought. Goodby. 
Tom huned his head slowly, slowly, 
and saw tl1e red-headed private over on 
his left, about tlwee yards to the rear. 
The crazy kid had thoughts he could fool 
him several days ago. \"/hen he, Tom a 
seasoned sergeant, had seen that white 
skin, as transparent as his mother's por-
celain, he'd known immediately that the 
kid had just come from tl1 e States. He re-
membered how a wave of nausea had 
spread through him at the sight of it. 
Now that he'd been with these clark Guks 
so long, and with all the Americans here 
turned nut-brown, too, by the hot sun, it 
seemed a little immoral to have such a 
white skin - immoral and unnatural, as 
walking naked on a city street would be 
- so that it turned his stomach. He'd 
asked the kid how long he'd been over, 
and the answer had been, "Oh, about 
KODAK STAFF 
Editor ---------- ___ Barbara Moon 
Asst. Editor ____ _______ Lisa Freund 
to us. Hardly pausing at all upon reach-
ing the top, we hurtled swiftly down-
ward living our last clays in a dazzled 
blur unaware that the end was drawing 
near. 
As I walked from the station, a chill 
wind sprang at me and I shivered in my 
fair weatl1er clothing. All at once the 
world had become as lonely and cheer-
less as our last goodbye, cold and barren 
now without tl1e inspiration of tl1e sum-
mer sun. Though my memories were still 
vivid and hurtful, I knew that they would 
eventually fade as time passed on. 
two months." "Don't lie," Tom had re-
torted scornfully, "With skin like that, 
anyone can tell you just got here." Later 
tl1ey had found out that the new kid was 
to be in Tom's outfit. He'd do no more 
fibbing to Tom now. He seemed a good 
enough kid, achrally. A little like Tom's 
brother, Joey. He thought of the letter 
from his moth er which now was stuffed 
into his breast pocket. To think Joe was 
probably coming to this hole, too! It 
was different for him Tom. He could 
take it. Ile felt an awareness of his slim, 
taut, body now, the body which so easily 
became padded with fat. They used to 
tease him at home about being roly-poly. 
But he had always really been a man, in 
spite of being short and chubby. But 
Joey had always been a boy, and still 
was, though he was eighteen now. Tom 
was only two years older, but he'd al-
ways babied Joe - the entire family had. 
How could such a kid ever get along 
here? A wave of helplessness came over 
him, and he felt like he wa going to 
cry - cry because he could do nothing 
for Little Joey. He was such a helpless 
kid, like Heel over there, who'd tl1ought 
he could fool a seasoned man. Naive. 
That was the word for them. Naive. 
A rustle in the brush to the left and 
ahead. His gun automatically turned to 
the direction of the sound. Some damn 
Jap must have gone loony, to make all 
that noise so close at hand. A rush - an 
animal - a pig? Rushing toward Red. 
Tom's gun mowed it down. He inched 
over to it. Holy Nell! What was tl1e 
thing? It had a long snout, with two 
short legs, with a thick bristly hide. 
A bloody mess now. A wild boar. That's 
what it was. A wild boar. He remem-
bered a pichtre of one in his old geogra-
phy book. Those fangs would have made 
a fine mess of Reel's white skin! Or of 
Joey. 
Leaving it, he squirmed forward a few 
feet. He made a slight signal to the 
others to follow. Poor Joey, he thought. 
Poor Little Joey. l-Ie's not made for shill 
like this. 
MEETING 
On October 13th in the Publications 
Office on second floor Kimberly, tlwre 
will be a meeting at 12:30 p.m. for all 
persons interested in Kodak. Matters of 
policy will be considered as well as busi-
ness details concerned with publishing. 
All new shtclents are especially invited . 
This is the time to bring up your opin-
ions. Tf Kodak isn't something you read 
regularly, perhaps it's because you have 
never made known what you would be 
in terestecl in. 
KODAK 
THE FATAL BULLET 
Sue Reed 
The cold, bleak November sky and the 
smell of wood smoke were left behind as 
they made their way into the deep woods. 
They had left the station wagon at the 
camp about two hours ago and changed 
over to horses. Kit's father and Mike, 
their guide, were riding in the lead and 
Kit wondered if they weren't just a little 
uneasy in such wild country, where the 
shrub pines seemed to crowd the narrow 
paths with outstretched arms, protesting 
the passage of any hw11an beings. 
Kit walked her horse close to the lead 
pony, sitting stiff in the saddle and listen-
ing to the sounds of the woods and the 
conversation of the two men. 
"Plenty of whitetail deer this season, 
Mr. Reynolds," Mike remarked, "but not 
many bear. They're back up in the hills. 
Pretty tough up there too." 
"You're right," Jim Reynolds agreed, 
"but I wanted to try for a bear. It looks 
like a long winter, and we'll need all the 
meat we can get." 
Kit could hardly hide the excitement 
that tingled in he; veins as she listened 
to their conversation. She felt the thrill 
of the wild mountains. She sensed the 
danger lurking behind the tall trees which 
loomed upward, piercing the gray sky 
like sharp, pointed spears. In the dis-
tance Kit could see the rugged outline of 
the Alleghenies. \Vith each step toward 
them, she became more and more anxious 
for the moment when she would be walk-
ing and climbing, her gun on her arm, 
hunting beside her dad for the deer and 
bear which would be their source of meat 
this winter. 
"Pretty wild country for a girl," Mike 
muttered to Mr. Heynolds. "A hunting 
trip's just not a place for a woman." 
Kit resented this remark. He could at 
least give her a chance to prove what she 
could do. 
"Don't worry about Kit," Mr. Hcynolds 
assured him. "She's going to clean up the 
cabin and act as chef this trip." Kit felt 
crushed. She had promised that so her 
father would take her along, but she 
hadn't thought he would hold her to it. 
She had always dreamed of going hunt-
ing with her dad; she had practiced all 
summer long on the rats that haunted the 
chicken house. She had become an ex-
pert and was proud of the fact that she 
could pick one off at a hundred yards. 
They arrived at the cabin shortly after 
dark. Kit was dissappointed to find it was 
nothing but four bare walls, hard wooden 
bunkbeds, and an old pot-bellied stove. 
The little room was dirty and cold so Kit 
decided she might as well make herself 
useful as handyman. She would at least 
show them she knew how to handle a fire. 
As she knelt to watch the flames she 
caught sight of something silvery slither 
past her. Kit shrieked in fe.u·, and Mike 
and i\'!r. Heynolds came running to the 
door. 
"Kit, what happened?" her father cried. 
"A snake!" Kit shuddered. "Right 
there!" Mike walked over to the stove 
where Kit sat hunched over, trembling, 
and brought down one foot on the snake's 
head as it scrunched beneath the heavy 
hunting boot. 
"There you ,are," ,;ighed Mike, "a real 
monster, wasn t he? 
The terrible squishing sound as Mike 
stepped on the snake made Kit feel sick 
and she couldn't do any more justice to 
her supper than to just nibble at the food. 
Her father tried to comfort her, but she 
couldn't help noticing Mike's disapprov-
ing look. 
That night Kit couldn't sleep in her 
hard bunk bed. She knew she had acted 
foolish, but she couldn't get rid of the 
uneasy feeling inside. She lay tense, 
huddled under the covers, listening to the 
sounds around the cabin. She could hear 
the wail of the wildcats in the distance. 
"They sound just like a baby crying," she 
thought as she crawled deeper into her 
blankets and tried to sleep. 
The next morning after breakfast Mr. 
Heynolds took Kit aside. "Look, Kathryn," 
he reasoned, "Mike and I thought we 
would try the mountains today and see if 
we can find some bear. I think it would 
be best if you'd stick close to the cabin 
today. It's pretty tough up there." 
"But Dad," Kit started to protest-
then, "Sure, that's OK. I understand. 
Maybe I'll take a look around the woods. 
I might bag a couple of rabbits for sup-
per," she laughed. 
In a few minutes they were gone, and 
Kit was alone. The bright sunshine gave 
her confidence as she snapped her fingers , 
clashed back into the cabin, picked up 
her new Winchester, and headed boldly 
for the woods. She decided not to waste 
her shots until she saw something really 
important. "Like a buck," she thought 
hopefully. 
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About one o'clock she stopped at the 
edge of a clearing to look around. She 
had seen no living thing except one or 
two squirrels scurrying around the trees. 
She decided to follow the stream a little 
farther before calling it quits for the clay. 
She started toward the west, climbing 
up on to the top of a ridge. She paused 
and looked down into the hollow on the 
other side. She caught her breath at 
what she saw. A sleek, whitetail buck 
moved slowly toward the trees. This time 
Kit was really scared. Her hand froze on 
the rifle. Instinctively she took aim at the 
left shoulder, flicked the safety catch, and 
squeezed the trigger. The bullet cracked 
through the air. The buck surged for-
ward, tossed his head in the air, and fell 
with a thud on the ground. 
Kit ran down the ridge to where the 
deer lay. She unfastened her hunting 
knife as her father would do and knelt 
beside the animal. She heard a rustling 
sound and glanced up quickly, thinking 
it might be her father. Flattened on a 
limb about ten feet above her was a wild 
cat. A slinky, yellow, mountain lion with 
lips that formed a snarl and eyes that 
were slanted and fixed directly on her. 
Kit couldn't scream. Her heart thudded 
against her and made her grow tense in-
side. She reached slowly for her rifle, 
never taking her eyes off the cat. But he 
sensed trickery and crouched, with tight-
ened muscles, ready to spring. Kit had 
no time to aim. She fired directly above 
her as the wildcat leaped. She covered 
her face with her hands expecting the 
cat to sink his teeth into her neck. But 
nothing happened. She uncovered her 
eyes and saw the animal writhing on the 
ground in pain. The shot had hit home. 
She wondered how that lucky bullet had 
found its mark. 
Then to the left she heard her dad call. 
He started down the ridge, and Kit ran 
and bugged him. 
"I heard shots! Is everything all right?" 
he asked excitedly. 
"Sure, Dad. Look over there," she 
pointed. "I bagged us a deer, but what 
do you think of that cat?" she asked 
breathlessly. "Isn't he a beauty? Let's 
make a rug out of him, OK Dad? I don't 
know how I ever hit him in time. I 
couldn't even aim." 
"Good girl. You're a mighty fine shot," 
he said, patting her on the shoulder, 
"Wait till Mike sees this, especially after 
what he said tl1is morning." 
1r. Heynolds watched his daughter as 
she started to work on the mountain lion. 
Her face shone with pride and her blue 
eyes flashed as she bent over her catch. 
Mr. Reynolds had never seen his daughter 
so happy. She didn't even notice that the 
fatal bullet had entered tl1e left side of 
the cat, having been fired from a point 
above instead of directly undemeatl1. He 
could never tell her now. That would be 
his secret. 
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TIME EXPOSURES 
Oct. 8 Assembly - Community Chest 
Film -Auditorium- 12:30 p.m. 
OT Club - Kim -7:00 p.m. 
Oct. 9 City Students' Oragnization -
Auditorium - 12:30 p.m. 
German Club 1eeting - ~1cLar­
en - 4:20 p.m. 
Oct. 10 Snapshot Staff Meeting- Publi-
cations Office - 12:30 p .m. 
Home Ec Club Dessert - Sabin 
Living Room - 12:30 p.m. 
Freshmen Sing - Merrill -
12:.'30 p.m. 
Oct. 13 Social Committee Meeting-
Kim - 12:30 p.m. 
Kodak Staff Meeting - Publica-
tions Office - 12:30 p .m. 
Oct. 14 Chapel - Alumnae Hall - 12:30 
p.m. 
Home Ec Club - Sabin - 4:30 
p.m. 
Orchestra - Albert - 7:15 p.m. 
Oct. 15 Assembly - Auditorium - 12:30 
p.m. 
Alliance Francaise- Holton Din-
ing Room- 3:30 p.m. 
OT Craft Seminar - Sabin -
7:00p.m. 
Biblical Lecture by Miss Morri-
son - Greene - 8:00 p.m. 
Oct. 16 Faculty-Student Council-Alum-
nae Hall - 12:30 p.m. 
Sophomores Sing- Merrill-
12:20 p.m. 
Oct. 17 Snapshot Staff Meeting - Pub-
lications Office - 4:10 p.m. 
All-College Mixer - Greene -
8:00p.m. 
Oct. 20 Representative Board Meeting -
Kim - 12:30 p.m. 
Orchestra - Albert - 7:15 p.m. 
Oct. 21 Chapel - Alumnae Hall - 12:40 
p.m. 
Oct. 22 Assembly - Auditorium - 12:30 
p.m. 
Orchestra - Albert - 7:15 p.m. 
OT Craft Seminar - Sabin -
7:00 p.m. 
Biblical Lecture by Miss Morri-
son - Green - 8:00 p.m. 
SNAPSHOT 
LETTERS TO THE EDITOR 
To the editor: 
I like to sing. What Downer girl 
doesn't? BUT-
Why must we flout our entire reper-
toire of songs at every opportunity, like 
adolescents with their first package of 
cigarettes or little boys with a new swear 
word? 
There are occasions, such as faculty-
student parties or get-togethers with pros-
pective students, when all concerned 
might not appreciate having a few of our 
choicer morsels blasted at them. In other 
words, why not keep some of the little 
gems sh·ictly private? 
Hair-raising college songs are part of 
a liberal education, I know; but so is dis-
cretion! 
Sincerely, 
An interested junior 
To the edi tor: 
This summer, while counseling at a 
Y.W.C.A. camp, I began to see the sig-
nificance of a job which allowed me to 
put into practical application some of the 
knowledge and skills that I had learned 
during the school term. vVhy, I asked 
myself, couldn't opportunities such as the 
one I enjoyed and worked at be offered 
to every student? 
This question was immediately an-
swered when I realized that many stu-
dents wish to earn enough money to be 
able to finance their next year at college 
and cannot do so in jobs of this type. 
Also, many miss such opportuniti,es simply 
because they do not know about them. 
This led right into my next question. 
What jobs are available in the various 
fields which college students intend to 
pursue after graduation, and where can 
students find out about them? 
These questions might be answered if 
we had: 
l. One person to act as a vocational 
counselor, whom the students know 
they can consult for advice about 
summer job opportunities and per-
manent job opportunities. 
2. A listing of volunteer and paid jobs 
in all fields, available to every stu-
dent, containing information about 
salaries to be expected. 
Although this solution might not be 
the answer, and although some progress 
has already been started along this line, 
I hope this letter will start more people 
actively thinking about and working on 
this subject. 
Sincerely, 
Jan Olson 
CONTEST (Cont. from page 1) 
designed to give her a head start in her 
career. She interviews a celebrity in her 
chosen field, visits fashion workrooms, 
newspaper offices, stores and advertising 
agencies . 
November 30 is the deadline for apply-
ing for membership on the College 
Board. Applicants write a criticism of 
Mademoiselle's August 1952 college 
issue. Successful candidates will be no-
tified of acceptance on the College 
Board early in December; the first Col-
lege Board assignment wi ll appear in 
Mademoiselle's January issue. 
For further information, write to: Col-
lege Board Editor, Mademoiselle, 575 
Madison Avenue, ew York 22, N.Y. 
All college students are invited to sub-
mit original verse to be considered for 
possible publication in the Annual An-
thology of College Poetry. 
This is the tenth annual college com-
petition. 
H.ules are sin1ple - as follows: 
Manuscripts must be typed or written 
in ink on one side of a sheet. 
Student's name, home address, name 
of college and college address must ap-
pear on each manuscript. 
Students may submit as many manu-
scripts as they wish. Theme and form 
may be in accordance with the wish of 
the student contributor. In order to give 
as many students as possible an oppor-
tunity for recognition, and because of 
space limitations, shorter efforts are pre-
ferred. 
See Snapshot editors for further details. 
' Velcome back, European travelers! 
vVe hope you had a fabulous trip, and 
we'll be looking for the details in fu-
ture issues of Snapshot. Meanwhile, 
have fun catching up on your homework! 
To the editor: 
With so many groups talking about 
gettng out the vote for the coming elec-
tion and acting on their ideas, it does not 
seem necessary to carry that any farther 
on this campus. vVe're sure that 100% 
of the eligible Downer voters will go to 
the polls on November 4. 
vVhat we wish to say, however, is-
how do we know who to vote for or even 
what to vote for? Do we agree with the 
platforms of the parties, or do we wish 
to vote for personalities? Are we truly 
"enlightened voters?" 
Some here on campus would like to 
have outside speakers, with discussions 
following, to guide our thinking toward 
intelligent voting. The culmination would 
be to hold a mock election on campus 
before lovember 4 or on election dav. 
If there are any students interested in 
helping to further these proposed proj-
ects, please contact us. vVe'd like to get 
going right away with a concrete pro-
gram. Ann Fritsche] 
Judy Mellinger 
